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£*f<rr the Gkojl of Clarence. 
Ghofi. Let me fit heauy in thy foulc to morrow* 
I chat was wafh'd co death with Fulfome Wine : 
Poore£7rf7Wtf by thy guile betrayed to death; 
Tomorrow in uiebactell thinkeon me, 
And fall thy edgclcffe S word,difpaire and dye. 

To Richm. Thou offspring of the houfeof Lancafter 
The wrongedheyrcs ot Yorke do pray foe thee, 
Good Angels guard thybattell, Line and Flour ifb. 
Enter the Ghofis ofRimrsfir^y^nA V&ughan* 
Rm Let me fit heauy in thy foulc to morrow, 
Riuer*,that dy'de at Pomfrcc : difpaire,and dye, 
Cny. Thinkc vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinkc vpon F"at*gha» f md with guiky teare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 

All to Richm* Awake, 
And rhinke our wrongs in Richards Bofome, 
Will conquer him, Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghofi &f Lord Haft wgs* 
Gho. Bloody and guilty; guiltily a wake, 
And in a bloody Battell-end thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haftings; difpaire,and dye. 

Hdfi, to Rich* Quiet vntroublcd foule, 
Awake, awake : 

Arme, figured conquer, for faire Englands fake* 
Enter t he Ghvfls of the twoyong Prmes, 

Cjhofis. D;eame on thy Coufins 
Smothered in the Tower ; 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 
And weigh thee dowoe to rumej{lnme,and death, 
Thv Nephcwcs foulc bids thee difpaire and dye- 

Ghofisto Rtchm. Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe in Peace,and wake in Ioy, 
Good Angels guard thec frotn the Boarcs annoy, 
Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, 
£^W/ vnhappy Sonnes, do bid thec flourifti. 

Enter the GfoB of nsfnncjhtt tFifc. 

Ghoft to Rich. Richard, thy W ifc, 
That wretched Anns ihy Wife, 
That ncurr flept a quiet houre with thec, 
Now fillcs thy fleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on mc, 
And fall thyedgdeiTe Sword, difpaire and dye; 

Ghofi to Richm. Thou q'lictioute, 
Sleepe thou a quiet Qeepe : 
D f ea me of S ucceffe, and, H ap py Vi&ory , 
Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray forthee. 
Enter the GhoJlof Buckingham* 

Ghofi tol\ich* ThefirftwasI 
That help d thee to the Cro wne : 
The laft was J that felt rhy Tyranny. 
0,vin the Battaile think on Buckingham, 
And dye in terror of thy guiltineffe. 
Drearne on,-dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting difpaire; difpairingyceid thy breath, 

• Ghofi to Richm* I dyed for hope 
Ere I could lend'thcc'Ayde; 
Rut cheers thy heart, andbe thou not difinayde : 
God^nd good Angclsfighr on Richmond* fide, 
And Rtthard in heighr of all his pride. 

Richard ft arts ont of hi* dreame* 

Rich* <2use me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds : 
Haue mercy 3 cf u. Soft, I did but rtrcame. 
O coward Confcience! how doft thou afflift me? 
The Lighcs.buvne blew. 1 1 is not dead midnight. 
Cold fearefuli drops flandon my trembling ftefh. 


c Th^f^ndi^^of T^ichard the Third. 


What? do I feare my Selfc ? Tberrt^i^j^ 
Richard loutt Richard % that i$, I am I, 
Is there a Murthercr heert? No j Yes, I m * 
Then flye ; What from my Sclfe ?Great t«V 
Left 1 Reuengr. What? my Selfc vpon mv f# 
Alacke, 1 loue my Sclfe. Wherefore ? For It 
That I my Selfc, hatie done vnto my Selfc? ^ ^ 
Ono. Alas, I rather hate my Sclfe, 
For hateful! Deeds committed by my Self* 
lama Villained yet I Lye* I am not, 
Foole, of thy Sclfe i>eakc well : Foole, do not fh 
My Confcience hath a thoufand ieucrallTon ^ 
And euery Tongue brings in a feuerall Taie 
And euerie Tale ( condemne J s me for a VjlJah^ - 
Periiiricj io the high'ft Degree, 1 
Murther, flerne murther^ in the dyr'fl degree 
All feuerall finnes, all vs d in each degree, - 
Throng all to'th Barrc, crying a%Giiilty-G u H^ 
I fnall dilpaire 3 there itnt. Creature loues me* 
Atid if I die, no foulc fhall put jc me. 
Nay, wherefore fhould they ? Since that 1 my Sdfe 
Finde in my Selfe, no pictie to my Seife. J 
Me thought, the Soulcs of all that I had murctier J d 
Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 
Toraorrowes vengeance on the head Richard. 

Enter RAtcIiffe* 

Rat* My Lord. 
King Who's there ? 

Rat\ Ratcltffe my Lord/tii I : the early Villtgc^] 
Ha^h tv.\ ice done falutarion to the Morne, 
Youc Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour, 

ijfff. O Ratcltjfe* I feare.l feare*' 

Rm" Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows, 

King, By the Apoftle / Wjfliadowes toflighc 
Haue ftrokc more terror za the foule of Richard^ 
Then can the fubftance often thoufand Soujdicn 
Armed in proofe, and led by nil allow Richmond. 
Tis not yet nrereday. Come go wi ih me, 
Vnder our Tents He play the Hafe-droppcr, 
To hears if any meaiic to fiinnkc fiom nic , 

Bxemt Rtchtrd & fatl^ 

Enter the Lords to Rkhmmdfmwg 
ifi hU Tent, 

Rishm. Good morrow Richmond* 
ktch. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfoll Gentlemen, 
That you haueeane a cardie fluggard heere. ? 
Lords* How haue you flept my Lord? 
Rich* The fwecteft fleepe, 
Aod faireft boading Dreames, 
Thar cuer etitrcd in a drowfic head, 
Haue I fince your departure hod my Lordt, . 
Me thought their Soulef,whofe bodies JS^^murEhct Jj 
Came to my Tented cried on ViSory ; 
I promife yon my Heart is very iocond. 
In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 
How farre into the MonuDg is it Lordf t 
Lor, Vpon the ftrokc of foure. 
Rich, Why then 'tis time to Armband gtue 
Hk Or at w to hu Souidiffl* 
More then I hauefaid, I ouing Countrymen, 
The leyfure and Jnforceraent of tW time 
Forbids to dw ell tpon ; yet remember this* 



\heLife anddeat h of^ch f£ the Third. ^gj 


LikC i!excepi^ we fight againft, 

l^hS.* « ™** him they follow, 


2!thac made meanes to come by what he hath, 

KJhWthttfd thofc that were the meancs to help him ; 

Xfc foule Stoire, made precious by the foyle 

JfE^lands Chaire, where he is fallely (cr * 

A* t Mt hath cucr becneGods Enemy. 

If I, if you fight againftGods Enemy, 

} Goi in luftice ward you as his Soldiers. 

Tfyoudo fweare to put 3 Tyrant downe, 

yiuCeepc in peace, the Tyrant being flainc : 

Jf ml Jo fight againft your Countries Foes s 

iVourCountries Fat fhall pay your paines the byre. 

Ifvoa do fight in fafegard of your wiues, 

Your Wiu^ s '^ a ^ welcome home the Conquerors 

jfyou do free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Children* Children quits it in your Age. 

Then in the name of God. and ali thefe rights , 

Aduance your Standards, draw your willing S words* 

ForrnCjthcranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shallbe this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face* 

Bticiflditiue, thegaine of my attempt, 

Yhcleaft of you {hall Ihare his part thereof* 

Sound Drummcs and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully* 

God,aod Saint George* Richmond^ and Victory. 

Enter King Richard, Rautife^d Cmeshy, 

A\Wbat faid Northumberland's touching Richoiond? 

for. That he was neucr trained vp in Armes . 

Kim He faid the truEh : and what faid Surrey then? 

ftirt Hefnail'd and faid, the beaer for our purpofe. 

Kfag. Hewai in the right, and fo indeed it is* 
Tell the clocke there, ( locks fir ^s. 

Giucme aKalender : Who faw the Sunnc to day ? 
Rat, Noel my Lord . 

King. Then he difdaines to fhinc : for by the Bookc 
Hcfliould haue brau'd the Eaft an houre ago, 
A blacked ay will it be to fomcbody* Rttdtfe* 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sun will not be feene to day, 
The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army* 
I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground* 
Not fhiric to day ? Why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Heauen 
That fro wnes on me f Iookes fadly vpon him, 

Snter Norfolk* ~ 

^r.Arme^arme.my Lord: the foe vaunts in the field* 
Kixg. Come 7 b(iftlc 5 buftIc, Caparitonmy horfe. 

Call vp Lord Stanley ^ bid hira bring his power, 

I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plaine, 

And thus my Battel! {hat be ordred * 

My Foreward fball be drawne in length, 

Conlifting equally of Horfc and Foot: 

Our Archers ftiall be placed in the mid'fl ; 

bbn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfc. 

They thus directed, we will filow 


in the maineBaUeII,whofepuiflaDceon cither fide 
Shall be well* winged with our cheefeft Horfe : 
Thi? 7 mid Saint George to boote* 
What think'rt thou Norfolke. 

Nor* A good direftion warlike Soueraigne, 
This found fonmy Tent this Morning. 
lockgy cf Norfolke, he not fo bold, 
for Dickon thy mmfterk bought and fold. 
King, A thing deuifed by the Enemy- 
Go Gentlemen* euery man to his Charge, 
Let not our bablingDreames affright our foules: 
For Confcience is a word that Cowards vfe, 
DeuiaM at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe, 
Our ftrong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law* 
Match on, ioyiicbrauely,Iet vs too't pcil mcl^ 
If not to heauen, then hand in hand to Hell; 
What thall 1 fay more then I haue inferred f 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals.andRun-awayes, - 
A fcum of Brittaines^and bafe Lackey Pezancs, 
Whom their o*re-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate Aduencnres,and affur'd Deftnuftion* 
You flceping fafe,they bring you to vnreft : 
You hauiog^Lands, and bJeft with bcauteouf wines, 
They would reftraine the one, drftame theother, 
And" who doth teade them, but a p^try Fellow ? 
Long kept inBritaineat our Mothers coft, 
A Milkc-fopj one that newer in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as oner fhooes in Snow { 
Let*s whip thefe ftraglcrs o're the Seas againe, 
Lalh hence thefe oocr-weeoing Ragged of France- 
Thefe famifh'd Beggevs, weary of their Jiues, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meancs (poorcRats)had hang'd thetntdueg, 
I f we be conquered J emncn conquers, 
And not thefe baftard Britaincs, whom our Fathers 
Haue hi their owne Land beaten^bobb'djflnd thumped, 
And on Record, It ft them the heires of fhame. 
Shall thefe enioy our Lands? ly e with our Wiues ? ♦ 
Rauifb our daughters^ Drnm afarre off 

Hcarke, I hearc their Dntmmc, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowcs to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horfes hard s and ride in bloody 
Amaze the welkin with vour broken ftaues* 

Enter 4 Meffenger* 
What fayes Lord St*nUy> will he bring his power? 
Xicf, My Lord,he doth deny to come* 
Kwg* Off with his fonne Georges head. 
Nor, My Lord,che Enemy is paftihcMarfh : 
After the battaile, let George Stanley dye, 

King* A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom, 
I Aduance our Standards, fet vpon our Foes, 
Our Ancient word of Courage, faireS-G^rg^ 
Infpiic vs with the fplecne of fiery Dragons : 
Vpon them, Vi&orie fits on our helpes* 

AUrnm u exmrfiom* Sntcr Cttcsby* 

Cdt, Refcuemjr Lord of Norfolke, 
Refcue^Refcuei 

The King ena£b more wonders then a man* 
Daring an oppofite to euery danger; 
Hi* horfc is flaine, and all on foot he fight*| 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat, of death ; 
Rcfcue faire Lord, or elfc the day is loft < 
Aiwxms, 1 % 
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